There was no time for self-pity however; the train
was running into Cerbere. I retrieved my automatic
with mixed feelings.
Cerbere, like Carcasonne, can look enchanting from
a passing train. The station on the side of the hill
looks down on the harbour and the few houses which
form the front Rising steeply above us was the
natural barrier of the Pyrenees. Never before had
they seemed so formidable. Within a few minutes
of moving off again, we entered the blackness of the
International Tunnel